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Lys. It's all because jockeys have played sucli tricks—
Sell	They go too fai, too far.
JLys. That the stewards are down like a thousand of bricks—
Sch.	They aie, they are, they are.
For a season or two, you'll observe with pain,
They'll hunt out abuses with might and main ;
Then the good old times will come back again.
Huirah, him ah, hurrah !
Elsewhere, there is a diverting bit of parody suggested
by the extreme cautiousness and bad grammar of some
newspaper racing prophecies. Hippomenes and Atalanta
are the sole competitors in the race, and the local " tipster"
thus discusses their prospects :—
I have fiom time to tune gone thiough the chances of the several
competitors, so that to repeat what I have written is to go over very
well-worn ground. Although the race is reduced to a match, it has lost
none of its interest in the eyes of the public. It is a difficult race to
meddle with, but the plunge must be made ; I shall, therefore, give my
vote to Atalanta, which, if beaten, it may be by Hippomenes.
Of " Joan of Arc," the " operatic burlesque " written by
Messrs. J. L. Shine and " Adrian Ross " to music by Mr.
Osmond Carr (Opera Comique, 1891), the distinguishing
feature—apart from the fact that the music is all original
and all the work of one composer—is the neatness of
the lyric writing, with which special pains appear to have
been taken. Of Joan herself her father is made to sing as
follows:—
Oh, there's nobody adepter
Than our Joan, Joan, Joan!
She is born to hold a sceptre
On a throne, throne, throne;
She's the head of all her classes,
And in fervour she surpasses
All the Hallelujah lasses,
As they own, own, own!

